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Resistless are my shafts, and Python late,
In such a feathered death, has found his fate.
Take up thy torch, and lay my weapons by;
With that the feeble souls of lovers fry."
To whom the son of Venus thus replied:
" Phoebus, thy shafts are sure on all beside;
But mine on Phoebus; mine the fame shall be
Of all thy conquests, when I conquer thee."

He said, and soaring swiftly winged his flight;
Nor stopped but on Parnassus' airy height.          625

Two different shafts he from his quiver draws;
One to repel desire, and one to cause.
One shaft is pointed with refulgent gold,
To bribe the love, and make the lover bold;
One blunt, and tipt with lead, whose base allay 630
Provokes disdain, and drives desire away.
The blunted bolt against the nymph he drest;
But with the sharp transfixed Apollo's breast

The enamoured deity pursues the chase;
The scornful damsel shuns his loathed embrace: 635
In hunting beasts of prey her youth employs,
And Phoebe rivals in her rural joys.
With naked neck she goes, and shoulders bare*
And with a fillet binds her flowing hair.
By many suitors sought, she mocks their pains,  640
And still her vowed virginity maintains.
Impatient of a yoke, the name of bride
She shuns, and hates the joys she never tried.
On wilds and woods she fixes her desire;
Nor knows what youth and kindly love inspire. 645
Her father chides her oft: " Thou ow'st," says he,
"A husband to thyself, a son to me."
She, like a crime, abhors the nuptial bed;
She glows with blushes, and she hangs her head.
Then, casting round his neck her tender arms,   650
Soothes   him   with  blandishments,  and  filial
charms: